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‘Maybe Everybody's Child 


by Claire Burch 


maybe everybody’s child is lost and sometimes calls 
on Sunday three thousand miles collect 
“my throat is sore I have a quarter left” 
maybe all our children are ripped off 
of what we sent them at a distance 
their records gone, the lady at traveler’s aid 
asking her foolish questions every year or so 
and all the people of the world who look grownup to us 
patting their hair nervously in the drugstore window mirror 
| scrounging a cigarette, asking us the time 
| are somebody's children and the mother wondering 
| where they 
went and how they are 
| are they happy do they get enough protein in their a 
paenee seis oft kid have Brey become? 


We visit every week, 
one day we'll bring a daisy: 
. pull the petals off, ge 
end on No... not crazy. 


by Will Walker 


‘When I feed the poor, they call me 

a saint. When I ask why the poor have 
no food, they call me a Communist.” 
Those are the words I have copied 
from Bishop Dom Helder Camara, 


| a South American priest. 


“We can do no great things, only little things 
with great heart,” says another voice, 

| this one Mother Teresa’s. I wonder if I 

| might combine these voices in my day 


| and do a little thing, with great heart, 
| simply by asking now and then, 


Why is it the poor have no food? 


| In this country where the wealthy buy 


| mansions just to tear them down, 


| 


| why is it the poor have no food? 


| In this country where the well-to-do 


eat meals prepared as art, 


| why is it the poor have no food? 


In this country where we have found a way 
to feed an astronaut orbiting the moon, 
why is it the poor have no food? 


Today I entertain this simple question. 
Perhaps tomorrow I will spend the day 
asking why is it the poor have no shelter? 
Then perhaps next week, for a change, 

I can spend the day asking 

why is it the poor have no health care? 
Having no simple answers, I can still ask 
the simple questions most needing 

to be answered. 

We can do no great things, only 

little things with great heart. 
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My Neighbor 


by Janice King 
My neighbor 

wears blankets 
sandals, safety pin 
his hair and beard 
are spiral, very gray 
he drinks songs 

his heart/a well 


of songs - 


My Neighbor LI 

a romance began when Human 
asked for sixty-five cents. 

i remember Human playing 

the guitar on the street 

and change in his hat. desperadoes 
stole his guitar and hat. 

i think of Human’s thinness 

at bedtime the sea encroaching 
like water over the sides 

of a small boat into the boat. 

the sea is his warm laughter 
buoyant and salty 

i do not know how long — 

he will live, sleeping 

wrapped in a bedsheet on — 

the hypothermia producing streets. 
serene and smiling, he doesn’t 
seem to blame anyone for his plight 
and is sometimes mad at me that this, 
a handout, became a tiny, and 
sparky, affair 


My Neighbor III 


Human was on the street so long 
his fingernails grew to a foot long. 
his hair, thin, cascaded down. 
one day he was not on the street. 
his absence was an absence of 
coffee cups for him, from me. 
he returned in two weeks, saying, 
over a cup of coffee, 
he had escaped from a hospital 
where doctors planned to 
amputate his leg. upset, 
he disappeared again, for good 
from this downtown neighborhood. 
a talented person whose life 
would end without any money. 

— WKRP Cincinnati Bob, Reno guitarist 


STREET SPIRIT 


by Will Walker 


‘The law, in its majestic equality, for- 


bids the rich as well as the poor to 
sleep under bridges, to beg in the 
streets, and to steal bread. 

— Anatole France 


Pre-election, in debate, 


a candidate made mention 
of a new crime on the street, 
the crime of defecation. 
With his moral leadership, 
he seemed to think 

we’d get the problem in control. 
He hasn’t guessed the truth 
that we all perpetrate 

this crime, united 

in the universal movement 
of the peristaltic wave. 

He doesn’t seem to know 
that scofflaws dog his steps, 
can’t remember what 

his morning coffee’s for 

or where he goes to sit 

after he brushes his teeth. 
This crime wave can’t be cured 
by any regular election. 
Still, he can make 

a promise to prosecute 

the criminals who can’t pay 
the city’s sewer tax 

to hide their dirty deeds. 


| And he talks gentle to my head 


Cold Ground — 


by Claire Burch 


cold ground was my bed last night, 
sang a Wailer, stone was my pillow 
walking blues and talking blues 
my feet are too big for your shoes. 


not found was a bed last night 
leads I did follow 

just waiting for the trailways bus 
without no fare 


Old hound was my friend last night 
Buck he was mellow 

just planning the escape 

to don’t know where. 


How to get on the bus 

without being busted 

just planning the escape 

to don’t know where. 

blank mind biues 

booze and pill blues 
dude grabbed my wallet and ID 
_can’t find him. 


Unbound was my dream last night 
chased — going nowhere 

just waiting for the greyhound bus 
without no fare 

planning the homeless escape | 


om here to there. 
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Strange town gut like lead last night 
wind in the willow 

sad sound was my sound last night 
tune no one could follow. 

homeless blues 

life I didn’t choose 

when your heart 

is still battered and bruised. 


Uery Cyto HEAVEN BENT 


_ |For Howell Kinney Rogers II __ 
--l by Andrew Phillips Hayes 


Kinney heaven bent spewing 
blood into grassy breast of Civic Center 
Inhaling bottles of vodka potions 
permeating each cell rupturing sadness 
all around his cold body on winter morn 
Wake up Kinney! Wake up Kinney! 

It’s Andrew the poet man — 

Come round here again to visit 

your sidewalk shantytown 

You owe me breakfast, you ugly child 

of the unknown motherless we 
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Al Brother 


by Shirley Grant 


He drank scotch in Berkeley in the park | 
He gave a wino a cigarette, and then 
he spoke to me in my despair 

He gave a young man 

his only good pair of shoes 

He took a brother by the arm and 

led him down Telegraph Avenue 

And he drank my tears at midnight 
And he talks gentle to my head 


We had lunch in Oakland 
and his gaze was soft 
You can’t measure his manhood, 
it can’t be measured 


Kinney dreaming his alcohol soaked 
Dante’s Inferno eternal repentance machine 
Sitting up with death seated on his knee 
Seducing it ever closer to ground zero 

Ever closer to exiting his weary body 

A torn disheveled mattress of a body 
lumbering from station to station between 
Heaven and Earth, a lost voyager through © 
void of nothingness into streets 

of visionary crowds a twisting Bardic 
divine clown seeking the metaphysical fix 
in the psychedelic sky between Gandhi and 
Ghengis Khan he flies ; 


Kinney heaven bent spewing 
love into whoever passes by 
Knowing he had a mission to complete 

A daughter to retrieve from past abandon 
resurrecting himself Phoenix rising 

up above the ruins of life unlived 

to sing his swan song diving beneath 

the wreckage of love lost to that 
vibratory quantum ocean of his 

inner Godhead of origin 

One more journey across the void 

to that multiplicity of oneness of 

all things undivided arriving home at last 
at last arriving home at peace 


in clear crisp light years 
Shaking the dullness of time 


Story of a Foreclosure 
by Will Walker 


“No cash, no equity,” 
he said, 

speaking to a branch 
officer of his bank. 


“He’s become a grandfather,” 
she said, 

tenderly weighing 

a life. 
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Tee Crry 


by Julia Vinograd 


Buses climb up the seams of her 
stockings and never reach her knees. 
Her dress is brown and grey clinging silk, 
the moving patterns are homeless camps: 
sleeping bags, tents, shopping carts 
perched now on her hip, 

now on her elbow. | 

Under the gull’s wing her breasts curve 
as young as they ever were. 

Flashing lights clamor in her hair, 
dyed brighter with each death. 

But she worries into.a mirror. 

Does the AIDS hotline show 

in her forehead? 

Are there foodstamp lines 

in her luminous throat? 

Her eyelashes are false as - 

politicians’ promises, 
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She hasn’t been drinking. 
Well, not very much. 
Well, not very much more. 

Her heels are high as her hills. 

Silly pigeons nestle between her legs, 
she feeds them her lovers 

when her lovers bore her. 

Everyone wants a piece of her parking, 
she’s going dancing again tonight, 
nothing is wrong. Nothing! 

She throws the mirror at the wall. 

and it breaks with a small sound. 

She doesn’t move, 

her hand still sheltering her lipstick 


_ like a woman would shelter 


her crying child 
when the door’s kicked in. 
Lips parted, she stares at nothing. 


Ox A Feovean emene 


by Julia Vinograd 

A football weekend 

and 4 or 5 jocks 

just killing time till the game 
comment on the street as if 

it were a batch of Steven Spielberg 
special effects. 

Elbows digging at each other’s t-shirts, 
joking and daring each other on 
they sit down on the street 

and pretend to be sparechangers, 
putting out a cap and a hand 


| and making faces while one of them 


takes pictures and threatens 

to send copies to some girls. 

They don’t mean anything by it, 
they’re just killing time. 

Marie Antoinette playing shepherdess. 
They have broad shoulders 

and heavily-muscled clean necks 
open to the summer air 

and to the axe 


just killing time. 


by Terry Messman 


ost newspapers don’t consider 

poetry to be front-page news, 

but the very first issue of Street 
Spirit in March, 1995, featured a page- 
one poem by Julia Vinograd, entitled 
“The Panhandling Ordinance Would 
Make It legal To Sit on the Street.” 

Since that first issue, we have wit- 
nessed a remarkable poetic outpouring in 
these pages every month. This all-poetry 
issue of Street Spirit is a tribute to the 
poets of the Bay Area who have cast a 
penetrating light on the silent suffering of 
the forgotten poor, and have called us to 
seek compassion and fight injustice. 

The poets have reminded us that every 
person exiled to the streets is living a 
deeply meaningful life, full of heartfelt 
dreams and aspirations, broken despair 
and unquenched hopes. Our poets have 
howled against injustice like Ginsberg, 
raged against the dying of the light with 
Dylan Thomas, and whispered to us that 
the world will be saved by beauty, as 
Dorothy Day prophesied. 

Coming to terms with the staggering 
suffering caused by widespread home- 
lessness requires far more than an 
abstract economic analysis. Something 
far deeper is at stake here than socioeco- 


Stop at Nothing 
by Eileen Corder 


Small like a child 
and her hair still long and black 
she sits with a perfectly straight back 


| and she instructsme: 


It’s a blessing to be among the lost 
to have nothing, be no one 


I nod my head, smile: 


the daughter of a wealthy man 


Suddenly her lips tighten 
her black eyes close to slits 
she throws back her doll’s head with its 
thick fountain of hair and whispers: 
As soon as he died, they came 


Looking me straight in the eye 
this penniless woman jerks her arms 


as she makes the rifle motion 


A Door With Wings 


by Julia Vinograd 

These days we’ve got one eye out 
for a door with wings 

as all other doors close in our faces. 
Even lighthouses won’t let us in, 
dumpsters are locked and guarded, 
eviction notices politely pushus 
into the street and religions use 
gravestones to shut up the sky. 
We’re looking for a door 
that isn’t there most of the time 
but at least it can’t be forbidden. 
Not always an advantage, 
sometimes the door flies away 

just as we reach for the handle. 

A door without maps or schedules, 
random as the face of a stranger 


or a winning lottery ticket in a back pocket 


with a pizza coupon or a drunk in a chevy 
smashing towards a dead end like a closing 
coffin and suddenly the door opens. 

But don’t count on it 

or you’ll wake up in the morgue. 

There’s probably no such door 


just a large number of people looking for it. 
A door with wings when there’s no way out 
and no telling what it’s like on the other side. 


A Time For Poetic Justice 


while the others slump in a fluorescent sleep 


Her feet don’t even come close to touching 
_the bare linoleum, and when. the little face 


But Granny, what if you’d been born 


and her tiny body hops a little off the bed 


nomic Categories or statistics. The whole 
human being is out there on the streets, a 
soul with the same longings and needs 
we all share, the hopes and dreams that 
are never accounted for by city managers 
and attorneys when they try to ostracize | 
and ban homeless people from our midst. 
“Poets are the unacknowledged legis- 
lators of the world,” wrote Percy Shelley. 
Through the unfettered outbursts of poet- 
ry, the human conscience is freed to | 
respond with the intensity and depth that 
the massive social tragedy of homeless- | 
ness calls for. Not soulless statistics, but 
deeply felt compassion, riveting visions | 
of justice, stirring calls to resistance, bot- 
tomless sorrow at endless inhumanity. 
The passionate outcry against injustice | 
found in this issue has a long, hallowed 
tradition in the annals of poetry. In 1798, 
the English poet William Wordsworth . 
wrote “Lines Written in Early Spring:” 


“I heard a thousand blended notes, 
While in a grove I sate reclined, 

In that sweet mood when pleasant thoughts 
Bring sad thoughts to the mind. 


“To her fair works did nature link 
The human soul that through me ran; 
And much it grieved my heart to think 
What man has made of man.” 


DAKIAND RAIDERS RAIDING 


by Claire Burch 


Time fading. 

Oakland Raiders raiding. 
Angel on my shoulder. 
Where to sleep? 

Love always 

little lamb who made thee? 
heart of the homeless mind; 
heart of the mind. _ 
spare changing 

everybody judging 

angel on my shoulder. 

lose and find. love always. 
little lamb who made thee? 
heart of the homeless mind; 
heart of the mind. 
rum running, 
smiling baby sunning, 

angel on my shoulder 
outward bound. love always. 
tiger burn who made thee? 
heart of the homeless mind; 
heart of the mind. 


rainy days soaking 

endless aimless walking 
sleeping on your streets 

I’m outward bound. love always. 
William Blake who made thee? . 
heart of the homeless mind; 
heart of the mind. 


upstream sources 
by Randy Fingland 
there’s always safe shelter 


in the same facility afforded 
a body’s sound sleep last night 


oh once again it’ll be said 
a cure for these blues 
is just around the corner 


provision for the many comes 
in sheets, blankets and cots 
spread under a credible roof 


so it’ll be reclaimed a cure 

for these blues is only beyond 

that next field of dreams _ 
temporary “disadvantageousness” 
is easily fixed with an ounce 
of care given casually as change 


downstream that refrain means 
any sure cure for these blues 
requires patience until the day 
after tomorrow 
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Justice for 


SOMETHING HAS BEEN RELEASED 


by Julia Vinograd 


ey 


Something has been released. 

I can hear it switching its tail, 

its tongue darting over pointed teeth 

trying to decide which necks to slash first. 

It wears shiny black boots 

to stamp out foodstamps. 

The rich built expensive malls for it 

where grass can’t grow in the street 

and panhandlers can’t beg in the street, 

but it doesn’t belong to the rich. 

The poor feed it steaming hatred 
of “those bums who get welfare while I’m working 
for lousy pay and about to lose my job,” 

or “those immigrants who got the job I should’ve got, 
why don’t they go back to their own country?” 
but it doesn’t belong to the poor. 

It purrs, stalking, whip raised, whispering 
“you’re sick of being blamed, 

you’re sick of the blackmail of guilt? 

You’re free now, the children can starve. 

Listen to the hungry whip; 

listen to the hungry prisons. 

You’ve been ashamed too long, I bring the knife 
naked and unashamed. Kiss the knife.” 
Something has been released. 

The voice is so intimate. 

Whispering in 4 am furnished rooms 

till people phone radio talk shows 

just to have an excuse to scream. 

Something has been released. 
I wish I didn’t recognize it. 
The knife is so shiny. So cold. 


by Julia Vinograd 


A nuclear reactor is in his shopping cart 
running rocket energy on refried beans 
and the scientists keep telling him 

to keep his grimy fingers off it. 

The Hope diamond is in his shopping cart 
looking too big to be real, 

no one will give him a quarter for it. 

The Watts towers are in his shopping cart 
and they’re hard to push uphill. 

A broken radio is in his shopping cart 
sputtering out the latest news from Mars. 
Smoky the Bear is in his shopping cart, 

it’s as good a cave as any to hibernate in 
between fires and being fired on. 

Last year’s calendar is in his shopping cart 
and a cordless telephone and a red mailbox. 


| 
or a 1 
| 


The Louvre is in his shopping cart 

with all the tourists looking scared 

to admit they don’t understand. 

A lamp with a torn shade and a senile, 
muttering genie is in his shopping cart, 
sometimes the man gives the genie a penny 
to shut him up 

when there’s a penny left over. 

Stonehenge and the rising sun are in 

his shopping cart and the sacrificial blood 
he bites from his lips. 

A factory is in his shopping cart, 
completely automatic, shining, efficient and 
producing a thousand more shopping carts 
every day 

for a thousand more tired men 


STREET SPIRIT 


All of Us 


aaa 
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“Work for Justice,” is the determined message of this 
marcher at the Oakland rally for Bread, Work and 
Justice. The coalition has been protesting welfare cuts 
and pressing for full employment for all. 
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in days 


sidewalks 


are found 
strewn with fitful 
sleepers 


it’s sad 


top feel 


their needs 


to push all their belongings around 


every day. get met 


PLEDGE 
by Claire J. Baker 

I carry in my hip bag 

a black and white photo 
of social justice. 


On the border I write: 
MANY WAIT. 


who’s counting 
by Randy Fingland 


when early morning 


proof that those at the 


somehow really don’t 


The Dog Eat Dog Blues 


by Shirley Grant 


There’s a man pawnin’ his axe 

Spent 20 years paying dues 

Playing for nickels playing for dimes 
He’s got the dog eat dog blues 


There’s the soldier with his gun in hand 
Thinkin’ his side can never lose 

Fightin’ for things he don’t own 

He’s got the dog eat dog blues 


The dog eat dog blues is bound to do you in 
If you’re the dog that’s doin’ the doin’ 

Or the dog that’s bein’ done 

The dog eat dog blues has got us 

‘neath its spell 

It don’t matter where you are, 

you're still catchin’ hell 


There’s the hustler in his long Cadillac 
Keepin’ his stable amused 

He ain’t nothin’ but General Motors’ whore 
He’s got the dog eat dog blues 


There’s the man in his business suit 
Keepin’ his wage slaves in use 
Reapin’ the profits of his greed 
He’s giving us all the dog eat dog blues 


ODE TO THREE Kips IN A DUMPSTER 


by Claire Burch 


we take our quick solutions 

acquainted with such candid correlations 
as mind composes 

in bothered and unequal doses. 


after math 
by Randy Fingland 


inafree country wherenone __ 
dare call it opportunity’s curfew 
distance gets inserted according 
to the proportion of proximity 
to exclusive express elevators 
grinding to top floor destinations 
while youth from uncredible card 
families get denied equal access 


to the guarantee of an afterdark 
life thus causing the price of pace 


space on floors of two-cot prison 
cells continuously to appreciate 


goin’ on wrong 
by Randy Fingland 


single family burnouts 
bring duplicate indifference 

in triplicate disorder 

while peripherally quadrupling 
the quintessence of 
weather-beaten faces 

on the streets of all need 


Fight for Justice 
by Shirley Grant 


We are on this road together 

Alone it’s hard to find our Way 

We can build a bridge of Peace, now 
And make all our fences fall away 


If you love Jesus fight for Justice 
This I know was Jesus’ Way 

~ Take back the Temple from the greedy 
Work to build a better day 


We can give each other shelter 
Let our differences fall behind 
We can make a new tomorrow 
Heal our wounds and Peace we’ll find 


Gather your hate and let it go, now 
Treat our neighbors as our friends 
Teach our children to be kind 

Let each broken spirit mend 
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Special Delivery 


by Will Walker 


Now we send them registered, 
return receipt. - 

No screw-ups with the taxes, 

please! Once rendering to Caesar 
seemed a simpler task. 

Not that the list of Caesar’s toys 
was any friendlier, 

not that the guilt of readiness 

to kill by silent consent 

has worsened as our enemies 

have failed. 

Not that the fear of calling down 
the accountants’ wrath has risen_ 
with the cost of bread. 

But now, to have to hold their hands 
and make them take some care, 

to pay extra for the privilege 

to pay and pay and pay... 

and every year to wonder why 

so many warplanes cruise the skies, 
so many salaries buy carpet bombs. 
Each year I have invested more, 
each year I have expected less. 

| How long can this go on? 


Peace to the People 


by Shirley Grant 


Peace to the people, to the spirit within them 
Peace to the people, I lay ‘neath their wisdom 
Fulfill their yearning, their glorious past 
Ancient of days the first and the last 


There’s a strong wind a-blowing 

And it’s showing us something 

It’s showing us wisdom and making us free 
You may not like the picture 

You may not like the vision 

But it’s giving light to humanity 


There’s a strong mountain falling 

And it’s shouting out something 

It’s telling us we can win freedom once more 
You may not like the message 

You may not like the warning 

But no one can win in a nuclear war 


There’s a strong rain a-falling 

And it’s shouting out something 

And telling the people they can begin 

You may not like the solution 

Of this revolution 

But we’ve got a world to make and to win 


There’s a strong idea coming 

And it’s reaching the people 

Bosnia, South Africa, and here at home 
You may not like the notion 

Of the people in motion 

But the people will make a world they can own 


‘One ro Dean Wan Viren 
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Remembering dead soldiers. q | 
WETERAN 


by Julia Vinograd 


They put your name ona wall = 
Ona wall. ees 
Ona wall — 


‘Thatis all! 


The war hadn’t made any sense 

but nobody expected it to, 

after all, it was a war. 

But now nothing else made sense either. 

All the people were made of papier maché, 
they’d melt if you left them out in the rain. 
And you always had to talk as quietly ~ 


as if you were sneaking up on the enemy. 
Maybe they always were 

but he wasn’t interested. 

He didn’t have any plans. 

He’d stand still in the street for no reason, 
reach down for a dead leaf 

and study it carefully 

like reading a map. 

People parted quietly to go around him _ 
looking away. 

It seemed the thing to do. 
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INITIATION OF THE GLOBAL SKIN MURDER MYSTERY The Sun Returns 


Not many anonymous people 

dying in all directions, in dirty rubble, 
bombs, missiles, crossfire, equipment failure, 
casual sloppy deaths. 


We awake — 
Shamanistic healing rhythm 
Exploring cities of Animism 


AND YET 
THE 
HUMBLEST 
IMAGINABLE 


— GANDHI 


Action is the moving spirit | 
lovers, ex-lovers, big men being blackmailed, 


reckless young men who owe money. 
But in the war 


Breathe it in! 


Breathe it in! 


Breathe it in! all I know about the dead 
and let it heal you! is they used to be alive. 
And all I know about the living 


| STOP DROPPING THE BOMBS is they're going to die. 


All the suspects in the book are so interesting: 


: — tudents of Chi. 
For World Peace and Justice Now by Julia Vinograd fOr the ead siudents OF Cline 
ae by George A. Kauffman 
by Andrew Phillips Hayes While the war lasts : ae 
was not ready 
I open my throat and swallow all the dead bodies I want to read a murder mystery for the darkening of the plain 
and all the hardware weapons where a beautiful woman who. nor the end of the sun. 
and all the ideology of hatred and fear knows too many secrets I expected love and laughter 
d sit down into the healing (her own and other people’s) to go on forever 
and sit down i ae. : ; 
is killed a third thru the book like the seasons, 
mud womb of the Earth and cry LOVE after dropping tantalizing hints . with flowers for the living, 
We no longer join the orgy of IS THE and seducing everybody; not the dead. 
murder and fear of the unknown STRONGEST and the rest of the book is obsessed The joy of life runs deep 
on Planet Earth : FORCE with whodunit and why. in the human spirit 
IN THE One totally important death and cannot be defined 
We put on the GLOBAL SKIN : except as joy itself 
‘cee INP Gee Into ‘Dae WORLD and her face smiling on the book’s cover ae ae ae a. 
ces Be with her long hair swimming in a pool of blood. : awers'¢0 pring 
DREAMING REALITY BEINGS hidden in 


the heart 
that defy the destroyer. 


A winter is now upon us. 
Far below the 

devastation of the moment 
are the springs. 

The flowers prove this. 

We hoard our blossoms 

for that day the sun returns 
to light up our 

love and laughter 

and our joy for each other. 
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Is AMERICA 
by Julia Vinograd 


He sells junk bonds 

out of the junk in his shopping cart. 
Armies put on gas masks to fight the lice in his hair. 
He is America. 

He doesn’t know what happened. 

Like the others, he has a cardboard sign 

saying he will work for food. 

Isn’t his work worth money; 

do you only get paid if you're rich? 

His face and clothes are dirty as Savings and Loan. 
Restrooms are for Customers Only. 

There’s one public shower on the other side of town and 
his bedroll could get stolen when he leaves his shopping cart. 
He’s still young. He might have been handsome. 
The planes of his face are jet planes. 

He is America. 

Cheekbones tempered with hunger. 

Pilots going down in flames. He stands in food lines 
where preachers pray for his soul 

as if he were already dead. 

Everyone avoids him as if poverty were contagious. 


Exxon, Three Mile Island and Agent Orange spilled into his lungs, 


he’s always coughing and shivering. Orange juice doesn’t help. 
He’s tired all the time. 
It’s against the law to sleep in public. He remembers: 
once he loved to stay up all night 
laughing with friends, planning futures. 
Once he was the biggest country in the world. 
He doesn’t know what happened. 
| He is America. 


KButchess 


by Randy Fingland 
you remember me, man 


by Julia Vinograd 


used to sit out here tied to his shopping cart 

changin’ with my dog piled with his blankets and a plastic tarp. 
well somebody took her The dog waved its tail. 

can you believe it ‘‘Hi friend,” I said. 


they just grabbed her 
a good dog, real good 
Butchess 


everybody knew her 


of his shopping cart. 
an’ if I ever find 
who did it 
if I run into them 
walkin’ her on a leash 
I can give her a command 
she’ll rip out their throat 
she was MY dog, man 
seven years on the streets 
I fed her every day too 
even without a home 
been with me 
since she was a pup 
an’ somebody stole her 


he’s SUCH a dog.” 


except be human, 
that’s the whole problem, 
we’re SO human. 


in 3 sentences 
and it doesn’t sound 
like such a big deal. 


with a shopping cart. 
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STREET ENCOUNTER 


‘Meet my new friend,” he said expansively 
waving me at a brown and white dog 


‘7’ve named him Guru,” the guy explained, 
‘the can do anything at all except be a dog,” 
the guy laughed, spinning the wheels 


‘“That’s the whole problem of course, 


He left and I thought: not just dogs; 
Humans too. We can do anything at all 


That sums up our entire history 


I hope we’ve also got a friend 
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Voici les Americains 
by Will Walker 


Voici les Americains,” he sniffed with 
the cultured smugness of the French, 
“they feed their ducks quite well, 
while their people beg for bread.” 
Fresh from a day of living in dreams, 
seeing birds as symbols of the soul, 
now setting out to buy a loaf of bread 
and feed it slice by slice 


to the mallards, coots, and blackbirds 


swarming in the pond 

at the Palace of Fine Arts, 

I wish to grab this purblind 

Gallic rationalist by his fine 
gabardine lapels and shout, 

“It’s you, you bastard, 

with your pince-nez pursed lip 
cultured pearls of wisdom 

strewn like rabbit turds 

across the world, 

who sniffs contentedly 

at beggars in the street! 

It’s you who starves the soul | 
and sucks the light out of the sun, 
then smirks, rigid as death, 
‘These peasants in their ignorance: 
See how they struggle to live.’ 
Bastard, your poison words 

will never feed a hungry man 

or bring the slightest pleasure 

to a duck.” 


‘Some remember Hoovervilles . 
sleep in People’s Park, _ 
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Some Remember 


|Hoovervilles | 


by Claire Burch 


Veo 


sometimes hit a shelter when 
it’s raining in the Ark 
underneath the stratosphere 
honey here to stay 

homeiess in the Nineties 

you could blow me away 


It’s a cold night on Telegraph Avenue. 
If Beale Street could talk 

to Telegraph Avenue 

In back alley days 

end of picture show 

things haven’t changed 

from awhile ago 


It’s a great joke in back alley days 
and it’s a cold night in summer 
on Telegraph Avenue. 

Dinner for a quarer 

at the church on the corner 

in back alley days. 


In the dream I have of you 

the little path is always new 

just a minute rolling out of time. 
Forever some Elysian field 

way down here where the weather’s mild 
bang bang the curfew cop is real. 


No up and down is down and out 
always a performance of 

or through the looking glass 
names alarms and changes all will pass. 


Homeless we still wander in 
the Open City of the mind 
the Open City of today. 


If out of time is still the same 


when up is down and different the same. 


In the dream I have of you 
the little path is always new 
just a moment rolling out of time. 
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Collage of James Baldwin 


by Claire Burch 


ARRIVAL OF JAMES BALDWIN — MYSTERIOUS CIRCUMSTANCES 


by Claire Burch 


Ever since I was eighteen, James Baldwin had been giving me orders. 
While still alive he came as Skyboss. 

Since he has died he is just himself. 

Now he is ordering me to read some of my variations 

on the Gettysburg Address. 


Foursore and many tears ago 

our forefathers brought forth on this incontinent 
a new train station 

dedicated to the Civil Wrongs condition 

that all men are still rated unequal. 


now we are enraged in a hate tyrants more 


testing whether one patient or any patient so injured and so devastated 


can swim to shore. 

we are hit by the great paradigm of the poor 

we have come to recreate 

with caution that field as an angry testing place 

for those who Malcolm Martin Medgar that that ration might endure. 


It is altogether unwitting and improper that we do this 

for in a danger sense we cannot procrastinate, we cannot complicate, 
we cannot — 

the Ku Klux Klan and far subtler genocides 

have complicated it far beyond our poor power to advance or retreat. 
The world will little note what we say here 

but it can never forget what we whisper here 

(the Gettysburg address can’t be found — no forwarding order.) 


Hasn’t it always been this way? 

turn on the set and the back of the bus vanishes 

into the fairy tale of Rodney King meets the Spanish Civil War 
meets Bury My Heart in Cell Block Three 

and the trouble never happened 

and the beatings never were. 


How are we going to make a just state out of a sow’s ear, Jimmy? 
when you caught the falling star 

that busted into the left side of the Steeplechase Ferris Wheel 
you started some kind of illegal archetype immigration. 

Tell it in church, they’d swoon and sway 

to oats please beans and civil rights please 

change scenes, strong rains, still waiting — trees 

turn green with envy, winter freeze 

then the races changing places 

swinging finally into three faces 

in order to be a philosopher’s stone 

and you know how tenderhearted philosopher’s stones are 
when you finally get to touch them, right? 


so wrong? Who? Right? How? You? Them? 

doesn’t matter. Survival has got to be done. 

Listening to the beat. Coltrane don’t care about keys. 

white flag now in a habit of living, fling limbed while climbing 
out of broken hulls, bent torpedoed 

mast damaged and a sharp list to the left 

then crawling onto beaches, America the last hurrah 


blood fingered, geno-cider barreled, not so much further now than then. 


(they promised not to use you any more just for labour and sports.) 


so Skyboss, probably sharing your highball with God himself 
checking out Civil Rights, altered states, sweaty fights, 
dizzy heights, slow defeats. 


(In the interpretation of dreams, yes frequently means no.) 
I stepped in the river Jordan, Jimmy 
better expect me soon. 


I took the picture of you when you were eighteen, Jimmy. 
Skyboss, when you going to let up? 

“take me by the hand and lead me on, Jimmy” 

Pity me Jimmy 

When you going to finally let up? 

Jimmy king of heaven maybe now 

eyes bulging and sweetly cynical smile. 

God going to wait on you with a tray and two scotch whiskeys 
‘Take me by the hand and lead me on” 


We were children in an ugly land 

days of wine and seizures. 

knocked senseless with life’s stun gun. 
meantime birds swim, fish fly 

Civil rights? Not much. A scar is born. 


When happenstance, misfortune and man’s fate 

I all alone beseech the welfare state 

to grant me shelters, food stamps and hot soup 

I sometimes think thee me (oh out of sight.) 

now Skyboss to free the slaves and fly the coop. 

I slave as thee and thine. See well, my forebears 

they were like you, only their ghetto was Minsk 

some Cossack cracked the whip, my grandma danced 
like I dance now to make your goal a truth. 


We are met on a great cattlecar with no door — 

we have come to eradicate a portion of that sore as a final testing chase 
for those who gave their deaths that that nation might — 

it is altogether fitting and proper that we should do this 

but in a danger sense we cannot dedicate — we cannot consecrate — 
we cannot follow this sound. 


Nobody Knows My Name 
(after James Baldwin) 


by Nancy Warder 


There’s a fat little boy 

on my block, Jamal, who 

asks me daily 

as I pass his porch 

‘Did you forget my name?” 

“Of course not,” I answer. 

“J remember your name. It’s Jamal.” 


One of a constantly changing 

swarm of foster children given shelter, 
less for love or duty 

than desperately needed money, 

his small anxious voice follows me 
‘Did you forget my name?” 


I try to reassure 

tell him 

“7’]l always remember your name. 
It’s Jamal.” 


Still, every day when he sees me 
he calls out 
‘Did you forget my name?” 


Art by Christa Occhiogrosso 
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The People’s Park mural enshrines the free spirits, rebels, and Native ancestors who fought to preserve the earth. 
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PEOPLE'S. PARK 
by Julia Vinograd — 
| The wizards i in old tales 


SET nee MeSH REI as RD SO a THT CH PERSE ot aTE DB TRH OOR EN Ore OOT | 


where’ was the tear gas haze? 


e 
3 
:3 
E: 


pe aes to eases days. 


lost young life to the Hooverville rerun 
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‘She: was ready to die for it 
and maybe tried to kill for it. 
{I don’t know what that is, 
but it sure isn’t nostalgia. 


What is it with that place? 
They said they had to kill Rosebud 
to stop her; . 
she died in the chancellor’s house because She was 19. I don’t think I knew her. — 
the chancellor built a volleyball court : 
on People’s Park. 


| I know this happens to everyone. — 


| drive thru his ae and leave 


ra 
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PEOPLES PARK WOLLEYBALL 


by Julia Vinograd 


The university just built a volleyball court 
on my youth. I watched. 

| The net was woven of my hair 2 
when my hair was long enough to sit on. 
The ball was my head © 
when my head bounced everywhere | 

| and was never on my shoulders very long. 


| Sometimes it’s a department store 

| on top of a table where a ean 
|dinnerisstillgoingon. = =— | 
| Or a parking garage with a ghost fe _ 
| growing thru it and someone waiting beside 
| the tree, still breathing hard. becausehe __ 
| ran all the way and just got. there as ‘oyotas 


eben 


ie 
but th 


| and the oul are ee at us _ 
| and the bullets didn’t get any older. _ 
| James Rector i is the same age 


| She can’t believe this is bapnenie. 

| I’m ashamed that I can. — 
| Tcan’t find anything to say to her, 

| mot asingle word. _ 

| This time there is no tear gas 

| to excuse my tears. 


danced in front of: the riot police i 
and everyone’s wearing buttons that: say 
“Long Live Rosebud” __ 

I looked at her picture i in the paper. 

She was smiling a little. 

_ A guy on the street told me 

she was a blonde. 3 


I don’t think I know anything. 
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Creation 
by June Lynn Strohlin 


a deep purple promise 

embedded with dancing diamonds 
entertaining eyes of lost souls. 
rays of hot beaming passion : 
scorch the fine images that reflect 
imaginations of beauty. : 
ground of lost cities oroduciue life. 
roots of many families < 
picked like apples from trees. _ 


Db will Walker - 
_It rises like the. sun 1 every ee 
sets, too, like the sun that still 
shines even as we sleep. _ 
_ Rises with the moon in all its phases, 
silent, ever-present in all weather 


PES He I TERE NR ene pote suv ae NFTHF 


rot from death t's the silence in which our words _ 
petro Dosis | oie the breath at the end — 
ope eat wee _ of the sentence. The Big Picture, Fe . 
aiuiel.by greed _ Right Here, Right Now, the elastic moment . 
hurting the one’s who feed. L of the senses, the eyelash _ a 
dishonored and grief - _ on the gnat’s eye, the million-year-old_ 8 
valued and relief ae : ‘supernova’'s starlight. Each cumulus § 
universe . > ee i that billows in the golden day. 6 
Up. _ Here somewhere, too, overflowing | E: : 
down... | off the page, sinking towards the roots. 6 if 
around... _ Listen for it; it cannot be heard. a 
creation. — & 
Cl tees Ar iittala as Salute ND as 
JATES RIVER DREAMS “ay | Zomsaence a 
_by Rhett Stuart Deh : iB. : mot : ; “To meditate.” she said surely, oo eo - | 
Boy river said “Pil , ee fe | yet in a dreamlike tone tinged a 
walk you thru dreams of future _ _ perhaps ven some breath of bliss 
but remember me” imply turn 
Now dream of the river 
Now-dream, 
of the river 
Of the river a anette Tes 
that said Pil walk you through es 
: shen flame cis first ‘was first ieee 
when through passage of yellow brick, flame became 


[remember flame more wide than river | 


Now dream scheme of the river. = 
like it said but pula me -and Vil walk yout through 
> a Now-dream, 
_ of the river 


Lan river ane Saat? 
m. Art by Christa Occhiogrosso © 


Barely Visible 


! by will Walker 


Tails ena ine ened 


) Kee agit pany ae 
when near imperceptible dewarop 
‘runs down cheek in the dim Baht” 


‘bad pes bons, mostly vain aude? 
i f black and devas a thickly 


a in this painter’s s dark, crude, sloppy world, 

‘It’s Jesus, though you have to look hard 

at this painting’s benighted, textured darkness ; 
to feel His compassion — a spe of love. 


Art by Robert Lentz, © Bridge Building Images 
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by Julia Vinograd 


That 5 year old boy with curly hair 
and wet lips open in amazement, 

what have we stolen from him? 

He’ll never know the difference, 

he’s wriggling his fingers and trying 
to catch the sunlight on his tongue 

but I can’t look at him. 

When he looks at his future 

there’s the warm smell of meatloaf, 
orange koolaid to spill, 

a rubber snake to tie in knots and 

a lullaby to guard him. 

When I look at the future 

I don’t see him at all. 

Pieces of paper folded away in stacks. 
Funding canceled. Preparations made. 
Machines oiled. 

He’s still here and the world’s still here 
from his first eclipse of the moon 

to his first kiss. 

He’ll never know that strangers could be 
trusted once or that it used to be all right 
to smile directly into faces. 

The way he’s smiling now. 

No distance, no reservations 

and I can’t look at him. 


THE FLAG 


by Julia Vinograd 
They have the flag in all the wrong places. 


The flag should fly over the first morning bakery 


to send the smell of fresh bread 
into a still sleeping town. 


The flag should fly over the big tree in lovers’ lane 
with generations of initials carved in its sides. 


The flag should fly over the vacant lot 
with wild mustard and a pile of dead tires 


where boys play baseball till their mothers come 
because it’s dinnertime and almost drag them away. 


Places that people remember 
and tell stories about. 


Who has fond memories of the Post Office? 
Soldiers come home in flag-covered coffins 
but no one waves flags for the birth of a child. 


The flag should share our lives, our loves 


and the bend in the river where big fish bite, 
not just wars and deaths and official duties. 
How can it be our flag if it never dances with us? 


We are the wind. 
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by Julia Vinograd 


“A son,” a strangled voice I didn’t recognize 
said as I still had the phone 

only half-way to my ear. “A son.” 

At first I thought it was a wrong number, 
someone asking for Asun or Aiseon, 

some middle-eastern or asian friend 

of someone else. 

And then I knew you’d been born. 

Little Allen, son of Bruce and Olga, 

take this as your blessing from me, 

as unplanned for and certain 

as only a real blessing can be. 

All your life may you never be a wrong number. 
When people answer the phone and it’s you 

they shall know you and the words will pour out. 
Not always in peace but you shall never be a stranger, 


Art by Deborah Vinograd 


by John 


Remembering a childhood, 

on a sunny autumn afternoon. 

It was just about mid-November 
if I’m recalling correctly. 

And usually the days were 

rainy, with a bit of chill in the air. 
Or bright and balmy. 

But this depended upon the length 
of our Indian summers. 

Which from time to season 

they would stretch unto December. 
I’ve even heard mom speak of 
roses bloomin’ up till then. 


It seemed as if she’d bring the bitter cold 
down with her from up North. 

Cause that’s when winter usually set in. 
But all in all those were joyful times. 
These times of family bonding equaled 
or surpassed the days of summer. 


AN INNER CHILD REBORN 


When Grandma came to visit now and again, 
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On the Birth of a Friend’s Child 


a wrong number, a name they mistook for someone else. 
It’s you they all want to talk to. 

Like your father. 

Allen, all 7 pounds and still at the hospital 


- what can I tell you 


about this world you’ve joined? 

Well, once upon a time 

there was this little boy named god; 

he was bigger than you. . 

He could walk and talk by himself. 

and he was old enough to be lonely. 

So he got himself a pet monkey named man 

and from then on you'll have to ae for yourself. 
But not yet. 

For now all the answers are in your mother’s breasts 
and in the way your toes curl 

when your feet are tickled. 


Where a few friends would meet at 

a local ball park for an afternoon game. 
More often than not we were 

short a player or two, : 

but someone would wander along 

to round out the field. © 


And now, 

it seems that the joy isn’t readily available. 
Which somehow isn’t the shame. 

So what is to blame? 

Is it age, experience, 

or reaching a certain 

plateau, 

that brings us to where we are? 

By forgetting where we were formed, 

and then created. 


Oh, to be a child again, ‘tis a wondrous Gift. 
To revel in love within our Father’s Kingdoms. 
Playing ball on a summer’s afternoon. 

Or to experience Grandma on those 

Golden Winter Knights once again. 


“Asshole John” is homeless a lot and a recycler. 
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WINGING THEM: 


by Rhett Stuart es 


Youngest of four boys at 

seventeen just with Dad and Mom for 
three years outside of Munich when 
up on third floor I write stories off the 
ironing board, 

love of that remaining into this 
reticent retirement year at 

San Francisco kitchen window, 
continuing action of the pen 


There is no downstairs to 
later head to Dad and Mom as I 


raise this head, 

look up out to their vast sea on me in - Cee 
love, in love, fay 
in-love love-in where We the FE 


ee together, 


~~ together, 


together, 


| 
tear off rain on our solitary, solid wing toward light — | 
—watch | 


Trinity wash off a 
| 
i 


over i 


| oe oe attic : 


Pigeon Fashions 
by Janice King 
the blue pigeon with his hands folded 


behind his back. over his shoulders a 
sleek summer cassock is draped, tight. 


jnada 
be thy 
Rame 
by Randy Fingland 
those 

empty looks 

in 

the street may 

be 

watch Buddha 
pass 

by ona 

train 


a speckled white pigeon in a strait 
jacket. he does everything with his beak 
except fly. pigeons fly from eaves at 


danger or moving to another feeding 
ground and back up to the eaves. never 
the adroit move leading to exploitation. 


never a wild bird calling ““Yeeeeee”’ 
from the exultation of sky travel. the 
pigeon may have a common ancestor with us 
post reptile. 


different 
from 
attentions 
as 

usual 

but 
seeing more 


i would never say “rats with feathers” 
in referring to pigeons, suppose their diseases 
inoculate? there is a reason why they are here 
in the cities. we undoubtedly belong together! 


the blue, the speckled white, have become 
the figures of my belonging to this life they have 
a shape that is like being clothed and so do i! 


i too would go over and over a piece of ground | than 
for a chocolate! for medicines i needed, dropped! | expected 


..} | The Quadriplegic Unicorn 


Meditation Moments 
by Lynda Cobden 


We are in silence, and 

empty our minds of concerns. 

We now live only in the moment, 
and close cerebral doors to cares. 
Liquid thoughts are uninterrupted. 
In time, emerge, fortified 

ready for the challenges of the 

day and whatever could lie ahead. 
Creative solutions and ideas 

enter consciousness. 


THE OTHER NIGHT 


Now, seize the day: by Spotty West 
° The other night 
wt OF Life I saw Joe draggin’ his guitar 
by Claes J Baker through the street by its strings. 


It was late and there weren't many. cars 
and I saw his silhouette walking _ 

as the red light turned green. : 

He didn’t care where he was going — 
laughing and coughing to himself. 

He was thinking of other things 

like a moonlight serenade or. 

the stardom he was sure to have. _ 

He laughed and coughed to himself | 
dragging his guitar by the strings. 


No longer on the fast-track, 
if only the homeless, like horses : | 
could be set out to pasture — 
well placed trees providing shade; | 
a stream meanders-by, where at dawn, | 
dusk and in-betweens they sip 

sweet water, nibble grasses.— 
their neighs yesses for life. 
And always wildflowers 

reflect in their eyes. 


_| by Claire J. Baker — 

Using a foot-long rod 
centered on his helmet 

he prods his wheelchair panel: 
one probe, roll right; 

two probes, roll left. 


His secret: press 
the star button five times, 


then five presses more. 
And the wheelchair soars j 
into the sky. 

Gracefully as a gull, 

he will land on a sun cloud. 


THE SQUIRREL MAN 
by Claire J. Baker 


He leans his crutches on a park bench. 
Before he opens his bag of treats 
squirrels cluster around his feet. 


| Slowly he breaks dried bread 
to nugget size; on plusher days 


offers peanuts, bacon bits; 
calls a pushy gray Mister High Tail — 
a fidgety runt, Lady Scamper. 


Wizened, bent over like an old tree 
the squirrel man asks me to snap 
a picture of him and his family. 


I’m honored. 


Art by B.N. Duncan 
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| and no human survives 


WALK Of 


| by Teddy Bakersfield 


it weighed upon 

the homeless person 

so when the alarm sounded 
as he picked up the coin 

he looked at it again 

and realized it was true 

he was not an owner 


and when the grey metallic door 
opened and the coin taken 

from his hand 

he did not resist 

he walked on 

thinking how long he had tried 
to make this place a home 


the darksuits, though, had 


always obscured the people’s vision 
making it difficult to see the threads 


which bound them together 
and few indeed had understood 


yet there are those who say 


that had he seen the fabric 
from which those threads came 
he would have seen the 

tattered shreds and known too . 
that behind the metallic door 
where the darksuits thrive 
there is no love no home 
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by Rhett Stuart 


2 musketeers and John Doe, 
John Taker 

Habitual disgruntled receptacle, 
character or lack thereof 
complaining of land accepting off 
“I make more by not working” 
John just unjust — accepting 
cancels justice for 2 musketeers, 
the rest, the best, John, him too 


I, a musketeer 
Never-went-along-Mainstream- 
never-went-along 

Decision conscious to be poor, 
buying my freedom as it tampered 
fun figuring its innovative 

nature with sparsity 

Identity never marrying jobs marring, 
depleting creative energies: resigning 
businesses for owning its own self 
Decades opted targeting 

downtown office trade void my talents, 
traded for solitary writing spans 
living on own money 

“T’m retired” 

“Wh ut did you retire from” 

‘Some dumb job” 


while Jerry, Musketeer 2, 

bikes ‘cross country sans sleeping bag, 
snoozes beneath the freeway clock, 
volunteers at People’s Library 


and more, joins board, totes documents, 


starts to run a film class, 
takes care of himself 


as giver 
upbeat of smile on no complaint 
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THE CITY OF GOD 


by Will Walker 


She shepherded her earthly goods 
around a parking meter 

where I parked my car. 

Her sidewalk home consisted 

of stuff that I could barely 

identify as trash: empty cardboard 
boxes, Hefty bags, clear glass jars, 
pieces of fruit crates. 


She asked for cigarettes, 

but I don’t smoke. 

She read the Bible daily by the hour 
and wrote what she gleaned 

on a board. 

It seemed to be a long-winded 
curse in a private tongue. 

Where did it come from? 

What had she read? 


Perhaps it was Corinthians: 
‘Though I speak with the 
tongues of men and angels 

and have not charity, 

I am become as sounding brass, 
or a tinkling cymbal.” 


Perhaps Matthew: “Judge not, 
that ye be not judged. 

For with what judgment ye judge, 
ye shall be judged: 

and with what measure ye mete, 

it shall be measured to you again.” 
Perhaps it was just 

the endless pages of begats. 


One day she disappeared; 

the city cleaned her out — 

leaving her with only the 

$20,000 she carried on her person — 
leaving nothing on the street 

but a good-sized smear of shit — 
and of course the passing show of 
impatient drivers circling the block 
for a vacant parking space. 


Twuenr at Panx Ener 
Claire J. Baker 


A homeless man 
stumbled to his feet 

and expressed his urge 
behind a bush — 

head down, intent. I knew 
by the man-groan 

I’ve heard from lovers. 


Then he laid himself 
back down in a long 
empty planter box 
from which he had sprung 
like a weed before 
he shook down 
a few anemic stars. 


After Forty 
by Will Walker 


“After forty,” she said, 

“J use the good china 
every day.” After forty 
myself, I can’t recall 

who said this, or where. 
Did I read it in the paper, 
or in a book? Hear it 

in a crowded room, 

or in somebody’s kitchen? 
Who would tell me, 

so properly, her story 

of personal tragedy? 
Who would say so plainly 
that she’d seen lives break 
in an instant, 

shattered as bone china 
kissing stone? 

‘After forty,” she said, 

“I use the good china 
every day.” I forget 

her face, and yet 


each day I hear her voice. 


Jan Spence photo 


THE IDEA OF PERFECTION 


IN INTER-GALACTIC COMMUNICATION 
by Will Walker 


A team of scientists — including 
mathematicians, astronomers, physicists; 
possibly a chemist and biologist — _. 
convenedtomakeaplan | 

to talk to life in other galaxies. 

After much debate, they chose 

a wavelength for their message: 

the vibrational frequency of Hydrogen, 
the most basic of molecular signals. 

They chose a basic message, too: A simple pulse. 
A simple message: the pulse of life, 
the play of mind, a Grecian model 

of perfect, focused, powerful consciousness. 
The voice of reason, perhaps, refined 

from the history of a troubled planet. 

They devised a powerful parabolic 

radio transmitter and beamed its message 
at the galaxies chosen by an exercise 

in the theory of statistical probability. 


Meanwhile, as if singing from the rooftops 

in a drunken chorus 

of madmen, fools, and philosophers, 

radio and television towers across the globe 
have poured into the universe nearly a century 
of life on earth. Nearly eighty light years 
away, the galactic ear now hears reports q 
of Archduke Ferdinand’s assassination; 
close to fifty light years, the Battle of the Bulge 
explodes past Arcturus with the force 

of a wave of Panzer divisions in attack; 

Benny Goodman rubs elbows with Beethoven; 
Gracie Allen crosses wires with Winston Churchill; 
Joe DiMaggio plays a flawless centerfield. 


Closer to home, Jackie Gleason and Ed Sullivan 1 
do-si-do with Toppo Giggio and Malcolm X. ' 
Just past Alpha Centauri, Pee Wee Herman 

rides his bike across the White House lawn 

while Ronald Reagan pantomimes a deafness 

so profound it cannot be described. 

The Pope appears to bless a fleet of Chevrolets; 

Leonard Bernstein orchestrates the Super Bowl. 

Closer still, slow death awaits sleepers 

collapsed on heating grates outside an historic 

performance of Gotterdammerung, 


and the Shopping Network lights up the sky. 


Hallelujah, S. O. S., Hallelujah, S. O. S. 
Who’s on first... 
Who’s on first... 
Who’s on first... 
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United Farm Workers denounce exploitative corporations at a rally supporting Watsonville straw- _ 
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berry workers. Art and Revolution created the giant puppets seen at many California protests. 


THE BOGEYMAN 


by Julia Vinograd 


I remember going to sleep 

knowing the world would be there 

in the morning 

whether the bogeyman got me or not. 
Now I go to sleep 

knowing I’ll be there in the morning 
but more and more of the world 

will be eaten. 

Rent multiplies like cancer cells. 
Governments dissolve like newsprint in the rain. 
The bogeyman wraps his tentacles 

deep in the computer 

and all the jobs disappear. 

The bogeyman wears a pink slip in his hatband 


The San Francisco Mime Troupe dramatically resists the cruel evictions of greedy landlords. 


‘People want scapegoats when they’re starving 


and his wrists are slashed with welfare lines. 
He’s smiling. 
There’s remarkably few screams. 


even more than they want food. 

Animals eat. Men get even. 

Is it possible to crucify the bogeyman? 
Would it help? 

What kind of nails make the night bleed? 
I don’t know. 

I don’t believe in the bogeyman anymore 
but I don’t believe in the economy either. 
I just want to fall asleep the way I used to 
terrified only of shadow claws 

while outside my window elm trees grow 
and the earth breathes damply 
under a spring rain. 


THE NAME 


by Jack Hirschman 


Who built this place? the roads you traveled 

to get here? The buses, the cars? — who 

cut the trees that made the paper 

you read from, who made the pens you write with? 
Machines? who built the machines? 

who made the chairs you’re sitting on? 


nameless, nameless, many of them dead... 


why don’t we know who or, what’s more, 
why don’t we include them in our breath, 
the breath that’s always crying out: 

me me me look at me, listen to me me me 
I transform I magic I invent 

me me me me me 

who infinitizes 

who sibilates like deity. 


Who built this space? The streets you rode 
or walked to get here? 


Slaves, wage slaves, anonymous workers 

like those who daily construct 

this city, sprawl against wooden fences 

with lunchboxes at noontime, 

beneath skyscrapers rising from their shoulders, 
or lean against hotline or shelter wall 

jobless and hungry, who only yesterday 

were sprawling tall with their lunchboxes, 

or lugging cartons or player computer piano 

or gigbone in a supperclub. 


Now no eats and hard floor at nightfall. 

Now layers of translucent despair 

the contact lens of human eyes. 

Now wobble stumble and doorway fall. 

Now altogether separated from the heights 
they helped build. 

And we in love with the word, comforted 

by its special rhythms, hypnotizing by sound 
approaching a music we would make for all, 
in love with throats flinging wings wide open 
showing the world the inward soaring 

of even a whisper; we whose feathers can touch 
sleeping things awake, give time the hammer 
to break time’s chains; we in whom darkness 
already is the moiling stuff of tomorrow’s 
chunk of radiance, grappled out of us 

by this concentration on making humanity 
into song, 


workers of sorrows, 

human ants at the wall of a cardboard box 
in nowhere alley, into which one 

like ourselves has crashed; 


insect poets rummaging around 

the grave of the American truth, 

this garbage-can litter beside the crumpled 
body of our nameless brother, 

among rotting blue bread, throwaway tripe, 
scab brains and slimy leftovers, 


how close our own feelers are 

to dogbone cobs, paperbag shoes, 
half open shelter doors, 

the fracture, break and degradation 
of the bones of the heart, 


how close our male to the sexless corner, 

our female to the raving wall, 

the hope in our eyes ground into dusty glares, 
the quick of our airs churned into senility, 


O against, against, live against them 

who’ve filled us with rancid oil so we sputter, 
robbed us with trickledown 

so we sucker in hunger and doubt, 

pigtilted the future 

so we backslide, fall, and get up hobbling 

on crippled words, 


| against them, live 


out this seed being bred in the guts 

of the human jungle, 

this process of dregs becoming fledglings 

of flame, 

of exile organizing around a coin 

for which there is no number, 

of Anonymous finding its working poem and name 
and signing the bottom line of everything: 
Revolution. 
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cand 


Jan Spence photo 


TAM... 


I’m Independent 
I’m Strong 

I’m Reliable 
Iam a Woman 
Iam a Place 


I’m like Wow Man 


I WANT... 


I want New Clothes 
I want more Food 


I want a Nice Place to Live 


I want a Long Life 
I want Serenity 


I want an Apartment 
I don’t even know where I’m at | | want Money 
I Feel like I’m Living I want to have 


in a Dream State 


My Hair Restored 
I am every Word that Proceeds I want a Regular Job 
out of the ae of God I want Peace of Mind 
; am a I want People 
am a Mother to Laugh at My Jokes 
I am an American . 
I want to be Rich 


lama Woman 
I want Power 


I’m Trustworthy — a‘ 

I am a Born Free Person T want Marriage 

Lam a Breath of Life y I want a lot of Money 
Iam a Dedicated American I want to 

I am an Evangelist : - Win the Lottery 

I’m a Mother I want to be Loved 

I am an Intelligent Person “I want Wine 

lam aWoman > ‘I want to Lose Weight 


I am a Person 


I want a New Honeymoon 


lama Panhandler I would like to Wake up 
Iam a Wife From this Dream State 
Iam a Mother I want Happiness 


Iam a Widow 


Iam Female I want People 


I'ma Grandmother To Get Along Better 
I’m Responsible I want Spiritual Growth 
Iam a Good Church Christian I want 
I am a Great Gospel Singer Constant 
Tam a Lady Blessed 
I am a Loyal Friend Assurance 
I’m a Wonderful & True Wife I want People 
& Real with All of It To know that I am Real 
To Be : & Take Life Serious ; 
Iam a Person I would like More Movement 
Living in Heaven in my Muscles out Here - 
Inside a Holy Rock To go Out and to Experience 
Looking out Here My Private Key Life : 
I’m a Down to Earth. I would like for People — 
Real Lady Woman Whom I am Around 
& Wife & Mother To Accept Me As I Am 
& Real Friend to Anyone I would like to Realize that 
Tama Woman © I am a Born Free Person 
I want a Permanent 

These two poems were written Earthly Home 
by 14 women at St. Anthony bwant Peace 
ponte ee I want to Live Forever 

Pe I want to be Recognized 


workshop led by Eileen Corder. 


SIMPLE DIVISION | 
by Daniel Canning 


a 


The bloodiness — the senselessness of it all; 
The endlessness — the green of Donegal. 


The blood in children’s eyes at the schoolyard gate; 
The frightened sighs of those who fight the wait. 


The child’s dead before the bullet flies; 
It eats the soul — starting with the eyes. 


SUBTRACTION © 
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EARLY BIKDS 


by Janice King 


Psst you on your new sears mattress 
waiting for your drug store alarm 

to tell you it’s 7 and time 

(or did you buy that fine clock at 
Macy’s?) I have a fact for you: 

It is 5 a.m. and the bums and 

the riffraffs are already up. 

They showered at 4 in their little hotels 
Those that had radios turned them on 
or left them on. A few shaved, 

some took a drink, and 

here they are at broil burger on 7th 
already deep in conversation. 

What worm they catch your guess 

is as good as their hopes for | 

a catch, the fact remains 

it is 5 a.m. and the bums and the 
riffraffs are up and already at it. 
(You thought they slept til noon.) 


TA WARM SPRING NIGHT 


by Will Walker 


“Teach us to care 

and not to care, 

Teach us to sit still.” 
— T.S. Eliot 


On a still Easter night, 

a woman’s voice interrupts 
her own laughter to cry, 
“My God! Oh no, oh 

My God!” 

Then silence from 

the inside of the block. 

My wife gets out of bed, 
leans out our open window 
forasign. _ 

| She hears none. 
This cry smelled like blood 
or heart attack, knife wound 
or broken bone, 
a cry for help, 

-but we can offer none. 
Knowing no way 

to ease this pain, 

we close our eyes 

and sleep. 

(We do what we can. 
Tonight, there’s nothing 

we can do.) 


For Robbie 


XQ : on by Gino Alvarez 
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Burial Tunes 


Newtonian Tombstone Blues 


by Andrew Phillips Hayes 


Sunk into pit bone burial tunes 

Village of the Damned celebrating 

all night skeletal horn wailing walls 

Blues is all we know down here 

in the We Be Living Eternal Now Festival 

Blues is the rainbow mirror factory house 

of Nowhere Man — basement tapes a running 
through our.thought wave theater mime hood 
Wheezing winter breath of homeless old man 
outside sidewalk suitcase sandwich hotel 
Cardboard dreams of belonging showing 

in subway sweat lodge fever Speak Easy 

Sexless and hopeless screaming souls gathering 
storm downstream mind station purgatory — 

A music is born without ears or a body of 
burdensome fear on these brutal thoroughfares 
The butcher and the Executioner cheer our 
transient metaphysical circus of disappearance 
On stage a wireless virtual drama 

snakes into sleepless sexual union 

of ghosts channel hopping on Radio Free Mind 
Body earth soul tuning we who be living 
eternally now down here oe 


Au Tae Crnuzen Les OF Dean News 
(Fit To SPEW) 
by Andrew Phillips Hayes 


BONE DEAD ELECTRIC NEWS 
ON VOLCANIZED WIRED VIRTUAL BLUES TUBE — 
REALITY STUDIO PRIVATIZED LIES 
EXCLUSIVE GOSSIP CONSUMING YOU 
HUNGER ZOO TOUR OF SUBURBAN WARS | 
WHITE HOUSE DRUG SMUGGLING PHONE TREE. | 
‘ZEN MOVIE CHAOS PEACE WATCH ———s«dL«Cts 
WORDLESS T. V. SIT MOMS ERASE 
CORPORATE BILL OF RIGHTS MOVEMENT 
SCARCITY FEVER INFECTS US ALL 
INCARCERATING SURVEILLANCE CORPORATE 
STATE WALLS OFF QUARANTINED CITIES 
OF THE DISAPPEARED 
REINCARNATING WHEEL OF SOULS 
ROLLING THUNDER OF INFANT WISDOM 
COMPASSION LOVE SUPREME BANNED 
ESOTERIC BOOT CAMPS OF 
RACELESS CLASSLESS DREAMERS 
AND HERETICS EXCHANGING 
EFFORTLESS WEALTH SCHEMES 
FREE FOOD BOUTIQUE RHYMERS 
CRYPTIC GRAFFITI WISDOM MALLS 
MAKE ROMANCE OUTSIDE MEMORY 
WHERE BLISSFUL BODIES MERGE 
INVENTING THIRD MIND TRAVEL 
TO ANYWHERE WE ARE FOUND 
FORMLESS WILD ANCIENT CHILD TUNES 
STONE RADIO SHADOW PUPPETS 
TOUCHING 
THE ONE MIND 
WAVE AFTER WAVE 
RAVE OF RECOGNITION 
CONTAGION 


Kindness of Strangers 
by John Delmos 


Thinking about poets 

thought about thinking 

catching myself talking to myself 
wondering about the long road 
in front of me 

marveling at the 

kindness of strangers. 


Dog takes a leak 


Is that our purpose? 
We don’t want to 
add anything 
worthwhile? 


Wherever You Are 
by Bob Blossom by Claire J. Baker 
Subtraction of humanity You, 
from humanity warm and real as you were 


end up as a scrap of address 
kept in a catch-all drawer 
come upon one November day 
while looking for matches... 


You, warm and real as you were. 


young people dance 
drums, frisbees 
tourists with their 
fucking cameras 


take a picture of this aly 
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Deliverance From the Cage of Addiction | 


Rec ycling 
by Will Walker 


Solitary in the garage, 

I pause while sorting 

plastic, steel, and glass 

to picture all the extra bins 

I’d like to fill with useful scraps: 
first, one for faded loves, destined 
for a factory to dye and stitch them 
fresh and new for someone else; 


one for friendships torn apart, now 
bound for reunion at a spacious cafe 


where they serve a brew 

called Understanding; 

one for the careless moments 
that cause accident and death, 
now routed to a meditation camp 
called Foreseen Consequences; 
one for all moments of despair, 
now scheduled for a lengthy 
Caribbean luxury cruise; 


one for all addictions, dependencies, 


and habituations, waiting to be sent 
to the healing Waters of No Pain; 
and a final bin, extra-large, 


to catch all manner of broken dreams 


and release their essence 

to perfume the air we breathe. 
Content to entertain the fantasy, - 
I return to sorting 

plastic, steel, and glass. 


It’s Time to Stop 
by Esther Westbrook 


It’s time to stop using rock cocaine 
It does nothing but cause folk pain. 
It slows down the way you think 
You keep clothes on until they stink. 


You take a drink to boost your high 
Keep telling yourself another lie. 
The next thing you know 

you're in a fight 

You look around and 

nothing’s going right. 


Alcohol will take you way down — 
Something that can keep you bound. 
No matter what steps you take 

If you use drugs it’s all just fake. 


It’s time to stop and take inventory 
And get together a different story. 
Take steps to get off that stuff 

No matter if the going gets tough. 


It’s time for you to take a stand 
Before things get more out of hand. 
While you can still think to stop 
Come from the bottom and 

Go to the top. 


: checks 
pennies plastic 
quarters bags to 
nickels see they’re 
dimes double 
waits for sorts 
clerk to grips with 
sortthem hands that 
pockets tremble 
extra shuffles 
thirty-seven with his 

— cents only bundle 
y rista OCCniogrosso 
ae toward the 
> at his bright but 
Perfetc 5 precious ttin 
by mister ed honey ce 
baby sun 


Iam a perfectionist, 
but I am not perfect. 
I demand of myself 
what I can’t produce. 
Chemicals give me the 
illusion that I am perfect. 
It’s no wonder 


I abuse their friendship! 


ANOTHER KNOT 
by mister ed 
pidrank = 
to feel better 
which made me 
feel worse 
so 
I drank 
to feel better... 


by B. Frank 


Drive-by killings, lashing out blind 
With a hungry heart and an angry 


Unwanted Children, what happens 
For their welfare, well, who gives a 


Man Buying 


by Will Walker 
pools his 


lover 
friend 


Unwanted Children 


He lived in the street when he was a kid, 
Got to running cocaine, like a bunch of ‘em did. 


- That night in West Oakland when the bust went down, 
He whipped out a pistol and popped off a round. 
The guy that he killed was one of the narcs, 

And he lit out running through DeFremery Park. 


When they caught him, they knocked a few knots on his head, 
And he woke up in Quentin on a Death Row bed. 

People who wanted the Right to Life Bill 

Said, “Now that he’s grown, hell, he oughta be killed!” 


Cops and robbers, hookers and drugs — 
Who’Il be there when they need a hug? 


Gallon Jug 


For Today 


by Shirley Grant 


For Today, let me be honest 

And speak and know truth 

all day long 

For today, let me love mankind 
Where I’m weak, let me be strong 


For today, let compassion 
Be my guide whereever I go 
Let love fill my heart for my 
brothers and sisters 

And mercy be what I show 


|” [For today; let ine give justice 


whenever I’m asked to decide 
For today, let me be humble 
And put away all my false pride 


For today, let me be grateful 
For all that life’s given me 
For today, let me think of my 
Brothers and Sisters 


| And take my mind off of me 


mind. 


to them? 
damn? 


Holding the Sidewalk Down 
by Shirley Grant : 


My daddy was a junkie, my mama was a maid 

The sidewalks and the alleys is where I always played 
My sister she’s on welfare, my daddy can’t be found 
Where’s my brother? He’s standing on the corner 
Holding the sidewalk down. 


Stop looking at me sideways, don’t jump up in my chest 

I fought ‘fore I could walk, I ain’t never lost one yet 

The bookies they all know me, they own this part of town 
Where my brothers are standing on the corner 

Holding the sidewalk down. 


See the men in the vacant lot 
Playing checkers on a cardboard box 

So many people who ain’t never scored 
So many rising to get through the door. 


They used to call me lazy, expecting me to fail 

Now I’m working steady, it sure beats county jail 

I’m here to plant some changes in my old stomping ground 
Where my brothers are standing on the corner 

| Holding the sidewalk down. 


NOTHING HAPPENS BY 


CHANCE 
by Shirley Grant 


I searched to find you in every corner 

I looked to the top of my soul 

My seeking took me to many sad hearts 
But you were always the goal 


When you ask and it is given 

And your need is filled in a glance 
Then you know that it’s co 
All worth the living 2 
Nothing happens by chance. 

I traveled through glasses of bourbon. 
Took captives and hostages too - 

Sank into pits dark and lonely. 

All on my way back to you 


The power I had was a sham, Lord | 
No power could I command 
Excuses were not in the answer 

My will was not in your plan 


a 
f 
| 


DPERRAISIE 


by Julia Vinograd 


Why is it so hard to praise? 

Lost lovers, lost youth 

can we only admit somcrune © beautiful 

after it’s gone? , 
The rectangular drinking fountain | 
with the chrome handle is very simple _ | 
but I don’t understand it. It makes water. _ 
The afternoon light is very simple | 
but I don’t understand it either. 

One side of a tree or a seerate a ges 
turns gold 

and I feel there should be music 

building up in the background. 

As if a door were just about to open 

in mid-air. 

All our houses 

are made of gingerbread and candy 

but what have we done to our appetites? 

I want to go to a city 

where all the signs say “look” 

because sometimes I forget to look. 

The feet of that boy on a skateboard 

are made of marble and marzipan. 

That girl’s red hair is much older than she is. 
It’s been having different dreams at night. 
It’s fizzing over like children let out of school. 
When I put in a quarter and a nickel 

for a 29 cent stamp the machine also i issues . 

a one cent stamp nobody wants. 

I’ve had kisses like those one cent stamps, 
useless, forgotten, they fly further 

than air mail and they’re usually left behind. 
N obody praises them. 


Nobody praises anything. _ 
And praise is necessary. _ 
Who will care about political prisoners | 
if you can’t show the summer afternoons, | 
the kisses, the shared, silly jokes. 

they’re locked away from? —_ 

Who will care about the. dying — 
if you can ’t show the lives they’re Tee? : 
Life with its buses and hot bathsfor corns 
and family albums with their real Face inside, 
bound up in red ribbons. : 


A child looks out its window and counts stars | 
to fall asleep. 

Look out at the street and count people 

to wake up. 

Wake up. The sky is blue, 

If you’ ve ever cared about anything 

take the sky with you. 

You’ll need it. 


Thote Days We Can 
by Will Walker 


A bright secret: we don’t like to think 
that way, that a secret could be 

otherwise than dark, than closeted; 

a skeleton, the source of shame; in short: 
the ugly truth. What of the bright secret, 
the burnished truth, the joy hiding 

in plain sight, within our grasp? 

A bright secret: each easy breath, 

each touching song, each silent book 
that, once opened, 

speaks volumes from the heart. 

Pearls scatter in our paths, bright secrets 
whisper in our ears. The day brings us 
promise on a silver tray, the proverbial 
invitation — engraved, no less — to join 
the dance. Though some days we 

cannot accept, there are those days we can. 


Art by B.N. Duncan 


MEN OF POETRY 
by Lynda Cobden 


They are speaking of caring, daring, sharing, illness and 
vulnerability which so many men put a cloak on and 
bury deep within. Another writes of loneliness during the 
holidays. We hear loving, sensitive expressions and 
experience strong communicative men who are in touch 
with their feelings. 


Men of poetry liberate their emotions by example and words 

and lead others to open up too. There is no lack of thought for them to 
pursue. What a celebration it is to be among men of thought, words and 
communication. The brain is of course the most important feature any human 
being could hope to develop. 


The reality of aging, philosophy and a myriad of other topics flow from their pens. 
Self-assured voices resonate. They dare to care. Some are even known to give a hug 
as words of honesty certainly tug at the heart. Men of thought, men of poetry, 

men of passion, rise and take a bow. 


